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Summary: 


Jenna is a high school athlete trying to make team captain. 


Menardi is the coach making her earn it. 


teacher, teacher, teach me what to do 


Author's Note: 


Kinktober day 31 is any combo of previous Kinktober 
prompts. 


This is tagged as Underage to be safe but there's no 
explicit underage in this fic. Jenna is 18 in this and 
Menardi is in her early 30s, but they became involved 
before Jenna was 18; there's also mentioned 
Menardi/Sheba in this and Sheba is canonically younger 
than Jenna so I'm going with that here even though it's 
an AU. | imagine she's something like 16/17 to Jenna's 
18. 


The Rape/Non-con tag is because there's extremely 
dubious consent all over this so | thought | would also 
tag for safety there, too. 


Fic title from the song "Teacher Teacher" by The Knack 


Jenna can't see her wrist watch with her head buried 
between Coach Menardi's thighs, what with the woman's 
legs wrapped around her ears and blocking the view and all, 
but she sucks at the clit in her mouth harder anyway, twists 
the fingers she has buried in the Menardi's cunt faster, and 
prays that she can make her come before it's time for Felix 
to pick her up from practice at four. 


Menardi moans, digging her nails in Jenna's scalp hard 
enough to sting as she tightens her legs' grip around Jenna's 
head for a long drawn out moment before her body relaxes 
and Jenna can feel a flood of viscous wetness coating her 
tongue. 


Score. She thinks to herself dryly, making sure to lick all of 
the fluid up, lapping at Menardi's cunt until she's whining in 
displeasure at the overstimulation and untangling her legs, 
kicking Jenna away and making her stumble back on her ass 
on the Coach's office floor. 


Menardi looks imperiously down at her, grimacing slightly 
when Jenna wipes the wetness off her mouth with the back 
of her hand and then cleans the hand off on the front of her 
Shirt. 


She probably would have liked it more if | asked for a 
handkerchief, she hates bad manners so much. 


"Good time, Coach?" Jenna keeps her face blank and voice 
even, tries not to let a smirk slip out or god forbid sound 
flirtatious. Attitude was another thing Menardi hated, 
especially when it came from Jenna. 


"You were adequate, | suppose." Menardi says, sounding 
almost bored now, such a contrast to how she was moaning 
for Jenna earlier. It was hardly the praise Jenna might want 
but she'd learned a long time ago that Coach Menardi wasn't 
a woman who praised anyone often, if at all. 


Besides, Jenna didn't need to be told how great she was or 
anything as long as she got what she wanted in the end. 


"Good enough to make team captain?" She can't stop 
herself from letting a hopeful tone enter her words, not that 
it mattered. Menardi knew what it was she was after from the 
first time Jenna had come into the Coach's office and asked 
if there was anything she could do to earn the position. 


And as much as I've let her do to me, I'd say I've more than 
damn well earned it by now. 


But apparently Menardi doesn't agree because she laughs 
incredulously. "I said you were adequate, not good, Jenna." 


Jenna's face burns at the rebuff. "But you said---" 


"| said," Menardi interrupts her, smirking cruelly. "that | 
would be happy to let you try to earn the spot. You tried, you 
didn't earn it." 


"Then who did?!" Jenna yells, finally jumping to her feet. 


Menardi shrugs one shoulder. "Sheba is the better team 
player and besides, she was much more than...ah, adequate, 
in showing me how much she wanted to make captain. You 
could learn a lot from her." 


You fucking bitch! Jenna thinks fiercely, scowling with hurt 
pride. "But it's my last year! | need to have the Captaincy if | 
want a good scholarship!" 


Menardi doesn't look moved from her perch at the edge of 
her desk. She just eyes Jenna with what looks like a mix of 
boredom and distaste. "I don't think you've earned it, 
Jenna." 


"And Sheba has?" Jenna laughs in disbelief. "She might be a 
good player but she's nothing like | am! Just because she's 
friendlier with the other girls doesn't mean she can lead!" 


Menardi hums. "No, but she's certainly much more compliant 
when it comes to listening to me and being willing to take 
direction from your coach is an important part of leading the 
team, wouldn't you say?" 


And---oh, Jenna suddenly realizes, that's what she's angling 
for. She swallows back her rage at it, the insult of it, the 


humiliation. Finally caught on, did you? Jenna scolds herself. 
You stupid, stupid girl. 


"And---" Jenna's voice cracks and she hates herself for it, 
feels even angrier for feeling that way. "what will it take for 
you to change your mind? To show you that | can take 
direction? What do you want from me? What do you want 
me to do? Eat you out again? Let you fuck my ass? Walk me 
on leash? What?" 


Menardi raises a mocking brow at Jenna and her lips twist in 
amusement. "Creative, Jenna, but | already told you." 


"Told me what?!" Jenna cries out in confusion. 


"| told you that you could learn a lot from Sheba." Menardi 
smiles with teeth, sparkling white and vicious. "And I'm sure 
when the three of us all sit down together, we'll see exactly 
how much." 


Author's Note: 


This was low-key Dare Me inspired. If anyone is 
wondering what sport Jenna plays, damn me too. | 
don't...actually know anything about sports? Oops. 


